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I , FIAWS AM) TTANTIUG
THE ARCADE
B e s id e s  two d a y s' en erg y  i t  c o s t s
money t o  s t a y  o u t a l l  n ig h t .  Our r e la t io n s
s u f f e r .  A n ig h t  c r y in g  c h i ld  needs more lo v e
th e  n e x t  d a y , A w if e  a lo n e  i n  bed
tu rn s o n ly  o n c e , dreams o f  w a lk in g  a beach
w ith  h er  f a th e r  who i s  a b a s ta r d .
W ater d r ip s  i n  th e  s in k .  S p r in g ,
one f i s h  caught w ith  f i n s  th a t  d o n 't  f i t  h is  b od y .
F a t ig u e  i s  i t s  own k in d  o f  r e c k o n in g ,
I  s i t  on a fe n c e  n ex t to  th e  amusement p ark . 
F a l l in g  on e i t h e r  s id e  would mean c e r t a in  d e a th ,
I  have to  ch oose b etw een  th e  r o l l e r  c o a s te r  
and d a r k n e ss . One i s  f u l l  o f  f i s h ,  th e  o th e r  
f u l l  o f  b i r d s , , , .  Am phibians s u r v iv a l  
The b a rk ers  ta k e  our dreams and d e f i l e  them . Eggs 
h a tch  and th e  y e llo w  o f  s ic k n e s s  tu rn s  to  r o c k .  
Rocks a lo n g  any r o a d . Where th e  b ran ch es o f  t r e e s  
p o in t  t o  w here th e  w ind has g o n e .
THE COUNTRY PIACE M  AND LOUNGE
The back  room where th e  mops a r e ,
and p a i l s .  The f l o o r  s ta in e d  brown
w here someone who chews s p a t .  Long brooms
I  pushed a f t e r  hours when th e  l i g h t s
came on  f i v e  a t  a  t im e .  The back door opens
to  t r a s h c a n s ,  a d rivew ay  o f  s h e l l s ,  a car
o ld  enough to  be a  h orse  t i e d  to  a t r e e .
To dance Faye I  g e t  h er  m other drunk f i r s t ,  
e a se  t h a t  fa c e  down on th e  t a b le .
I  d r in k  u n t i l  I'm  ch arm ing. Then F a y e ,
Faye w ith  th e  warm sp o t b etw een  her h an d s.
The barm aid p ir o u e t t e s  in t o  som eth ing e l s e  
I  can  to u c h . F a y e 's  memory d r ie s  b etw een  my s h e e t s .  
I  c a n ' t  s le e p  t h e r e .  I  s le e p  on my f e e t  
h o ld in g  o n to  an o ld  woman. Samba,
ta n g o , ch a -ch a  w ith  g ig g le s  w arping i n  
our t h r o a ts  * D ancing i n  and o u t o f  room s, 
th rou gh  th e  b a r .
I n  th e  gam bling room we dance o v er  w a s te .
Hold ea ch  o th e r  th rou gh  th e  back  room 
w hich  i s  to  dance w ith o u t  m u sic , she r id in g  
my l e g  a s  i f  i t ,  a lo n e ,  w ere her l o v e r .
FOR CRIPPLES
The man o f  th e  sm a ll room w ak en s, 
s t r e t c h e s  th e  way a snake s t r e t c h e s  b etw een  
ro ck s  w h ile  sh ed d in g  s k in ,  and b l in k s ,  
h is  r a is e d  fa c e  now p a in te d  fo r  sp e e d .  
B r e a th in g , h is  h e a r t  ex te n d s  th rou gh  i c e  
toward a s u r f a c e ,  and b e in g  t h i s  a lo n e  
he c a l l s  h is  d og . The s e e in g -e y e  f la s h e s  h a l f  
a n im a l, h a l f  man.
The man t o ld  me o n c e , under h is  l i s p ,  
he h ated  narrow-m inded p e o p le .
There w ere no m artyrs i n  h is  h a t e ,  none 
in  h i s  lo v e  : women were c r e a te d  a b o v e ,
and men b e lo w , and p o e ts  w ith  th e  s e e in g -e y e  
moved betw een  ro ck s le a v in g  a t r a i l .
He t o ld  me to o  t h a t  when a snake lau gh s h is  
b e l l y  d oes n o t sh a k e .
h
STORY OF THE Î/IAN STUTTERED
The man who s t u t t e r e d  l i v e d  i n  s p u r t s .  
He lo v e d  c e r t a in  t h in g s :  s lo w  m otion
s t u d ie s  o f  f o o t b a l l ,  sound o f  th e  se a  
in  a s h e l l ,  th e  r u t h le s s  marching  
onward o f  tim e ( h is  p h r a s e ) ,  and th e  
ted iu m  o f  hanging  w a llp a p e r . ’Then 
he hung w a llp a p e r , h is  tongue r e s t e d .
One n ig h t  th e  man who s t u t t e r e d  
dreamed h is  tongue was go n e . I t  had 
f lo p p e d  o u t o f  h is  mouth and down 
a w ide s t r e e t  l i k e  a f i s h  m ig h t.
He ran  a f t e r  i t .  He came a lo n g s id e  i t
ev ery w h ere . I t  was l i c k in g
th e  fo r e h e a d s  o f  b a p tiz e d  c h i ld r e n ,
was swimming th e  E n g lis h  C hannel, 
was se n d in g  o ld  men o f f  t o  w ar.
I t  h e ld  a p r e s s  c o n fer en ce  s p e e c h le s s  
f o r  one h o u r . The man who s t u t t e r e d  
aw oke, h is  tongue b loom ing in s id e  him . 
He d ec id ed  th a t  he would k i l l  
h is  to n g u e . He to o k  i t  t o  a  b r id g e .
The man who s t u t t e r e d  jumped o f f  
th e  b r id g e . He d id  n ot s tu m b le .
He f e l l  s lo w  m otion  l i k e  he l ik e d  
and a s in g l e  scream  fo llo w e d  him down. 
He lan d ed  f l a t  on h is  b a ck , h is  tongue  
jumped from  h is  h ead . Or t r i e d  t o .
As he sa n k , i t  waved h e l lo  t o  a crow d.
MOUNTAIN CLIÎffilNG
Deep w it h in  a  capyon r e s t s  a s t o n e ,  
a s i t t i n g - p l a c e .  There I  am a l l  n ig h t,  
Always b e fo r e  1 n ev er  w anted t o  mount 
a n o th e r , or la r g e r  s t o n e .  1 co u ld  d ie  
so  e a s i l y  up th e r e
and anywhere e l s e  
I 'v e  n ev er  b een  b e fo r e :  
m ourners a t  daybreak m ight 
c i r c l e  down
th e  s id e  o f  a n o th er  m ountain .
THE BEA.R;
A T r ib u te  To Theodore R oethke  
1
1 w ould remember him
a s a w h e e l remembers i t s e l f .
T hen, in  th e  t u r n in g ,  
he w ould be f a l l i n g  d u st  
th a t  n e a t ly  f i l l s  my t r a c k .
2
There i s  a  dampness th a t  comes 
from  s ta n d in g  to o  lo n g  in  a  green h ou se;  
th e  s k in  o n ly  knows t h i s  
i n  th e  sudden s k in  o f  n ig h t .
How many t im e s  have you w alked  
s lo w ly  i n  or ou t t h a t  door 
and known what i t  i s  t o  l i v e ?
3
You . . .  a s e l f - t i t l e d  b e a r .
I f  I  c o u ld  r e c a l l  T iy se lf  
tr a c k in g  th e  o r b i t  o f  your e y e s ,
I  T/ould remember you  
d a n cin g  lo u d ly  i n  a  c ir c u s  
or w a tch in g  w a ter  s p i r a l  
a lo n g  th e  P a c i f i c  c o a s t .
8
PORTRAIT
1
S ix  around a t a b le  : 
c iy ln g  young man 
g i r l  w ith o u t  fa c e  
firem a n  
in fa n t
f a th e r  o f  m utants
k i l l e r  i n  w a ter -so a k ed  sh o es
2
Caked from  th e  s le e k  f r i c t i o n  o f  b ir th  
and th ig h s  t h a t  ch o se  t o  sag  s h u t ,  
a new b e a s t  wades th rou gh  sa ck -w a ter  
s p i l l i n g  th e  j u ic e  o f  an o ld  h e a r t ,  
s e a r c h e s  f o r  h im s e lf  in  a fo reh ea d  
m ir r o r , q u iv ers  h im s e lf  d r y .
Each in  h is  tu rn  reg a rd s  th e  b e a s t .
Bunched to g e th e r  th e  s i x  echo
what he m ight have s a id ?  be known,
known b y  e e l  and cow;
th e  cow b lo a te d  w ith  hungry c h i ld r e n ,
th e  e e l  t a t t o o in g  h is  m a te 's  body
w ith  s h a llo w  k i s s e s .
In  th e  b e a s t ' s  b l in k in g  eye  any p o r t r a i t
a l t e r s ,  s i x  wonder w hat th e y  have s e e n ,  
A m irror tu rn ed  b en ea th  a  rainbow  
by a b ey  o f  e le v e n ,  th e  s i l e n t  v i s i o n  
o f  w ind s e e n  in  l i g h t n in g ,  s ev en  heads  
r o l l e d  in t o  one m onstrous c o m e d y .. . .
And t h i s  i s  where I  come i n  w a it in g  
f o r  th e  a p p la u se  o f  a s in g le  hand.
Vfith i c i c l e s  or la t t i c e - c l im b in g  v in e s  
I  w ould f in g e r  p a in t  t h i s  l i k e n e s s .
10
AARDVARK
F i r s t  was th e  name ;
when I  fou n d  you
you w ere th e  f i r s t  an im al
in  th e  d ic t io n a r y .  I  lo v e d  you
b eca u se  o f  th e  two a ' s  th a t  began
your name, th e y  t o ld  me why
you had t o  be n o c tu r n a l.
Then I  th o u g h t o f  you and your a n t s ,  
y o u . . .  a a rd v a rk i Your name, i t ' s  what 
th e  a n ts  sa y  w ith  t h e ir  b o d ie s  
when th e y  swarm, th e y  s p e l l  you  
as th e y  f i l e  b en ea th  th e  se p a r a te  b la d e s  
o f  g r a s s ,  g o in g  home.
Y ou, d e s tr o y e r  o f  a n t ord er  J
(Ant s le e p :
th e y  dream o f  b e in g  s h o e -w e a r e r s ,  
heavy w a lk ers
up th e  b o n e le s s  le n g th  o f  your to n g u e , 
your c o n ic  s n o u t .  They f e a r  th e  a b so lu te  
w e l l in g  t h a t  comes a lo n g s id e  your ton gu e;  
a p r o tr a c te d ,  m ounting sound th a t  su r g es  
around t h e i r  body segm ents and f i n a l l y  
w ash es o v er  th e  to n g u e -e d g e s  t o
11
c a r r y  th e m .. • * )
The d ic t io n a r y  makes n o te  o f  your  
"enormous s a l iv a r y  g la n d s ,"  
b u t sa y s  n o th in g  o f  th a t  soun d , 
t h a t  sound o f  w hich  you are  so  proud 
e v e n , l o n e l y ,  in  lo v e -m a k in g .
A ardvark , sh o u ld  I  w h isp er  your name?
12
WHISPER
R id e , r id e  th e  b la c k  c a t ' s  back  
th rou gh  m id n igh t  
toward a  woman r i s i n g  from bed  
and th e  b lo o d  in  her f l y i n g  f e e t .
R ide th e  c a t
u n t i l  your l e g s  d isa p p ea r  under f u r .
B ending b elow  t r e e s
p ic tu r e  h er g o d -w h ite  b r e a s t s ,
your rude f i n g e r ,  th e  s m ile  from your fa c e
on th e  man w h o's h av in g  h e r .
S l id e  from  th e  c a t ' s  s le e k  b a ck .
Walk away
w ith  th e  sh e e n  sp r ea d in g  your t h ig h .
13
ONCE THE RIVER MOVES ACROSS
A l l  th e  moths o f  one f o r e s t  
f a l l  a s le e p  i n  th e  eye  o f  a raven  
in  f l i g h t .  I  know th e  moths w i l l  awaken 
and f a l l  from  th e  r a v e n 's  one v i s io n  
t o  bloom a t  once among th e  hardw oods.
Somewhere e l s e  b eyond , b en eath  a la k e ,  
l i e s  an  unturned  f o s s i l .  I t  i s  e tch ed  
w ith  th e  w ing o f  a b ir d  and i t  tu rn s  
a s  th e  e a r th  t u r n s ,  c lo s e  a g a in s t  th e  f a l l e n  
s lo p e  o f  a b u r ia l  mound.
1 knov/ a l l  t h i s  and have n ot moved. From 
w here I  k n e e l  th e  f o r e s t  i s  s tr e tc h e d  
in t o  p a ir s  o f  w in g s . N ight b ir d s  
a v o id  th e  em p tin ess  o f  g l i d i n g ,  
w in g -b e a ts  c o n v in ce  them t h e y 'r e  not a lo n e .
C e r ta in  now I 'v e  come to  a new p la c e ,
1 have l e f t  th e  r iv e r  b eh in d . S t i l l  
1 remember how th e  g a r f i s h  s u r fa c e d ,  
showed h is  m ud-yellow  stom ach , th en  s l i d  
below  a g a in  w ith  th e  sm ile  o f f  ny f a c e .
A t th e  b a se  o f  t h i s  t r e e  
1 am known a s  th e  m oss-kneed  man.
1 have no s a l i v a , no in k  o f  th e  to n g u e •
Ih
I n  t h i s  f o r e s t  th e r e  i s  a g a th e r in g
and a i r  gone y e l lo w  w ith  th e  b lo o d  o f  i n s e c t s .
IS
REMÎIAM THE MGICIAN
Born J u s t  p a s t  th e  h o r iz o n  under 
th e  e y e l i d  o f  a s e e r ,  
sq u e e z in g  th e  b r e a s ts  o f  a madwoman 
and t e l l i n g  her i t  i s  a lm o st o v e r ,  
he speaks w ith  h is  t e e t h
on t h a t  s w o lle n  p a r t  o f  h e r , makes i t  even  more 
te n d e r  i n  h er  p a in . She p a in ted  her f a c e ,  gave in  
l i k e  a m artyr and had a th r o a t  deep enough f o r  him.
S t i l l  Rennam d o e s n 't  fathom  h is  oivn t r i c k s .
Through th e  c u r ta in s  what he th ou gh t was a t r e e  
was m o o n lig h t betw een  t r e e s .
16
FABLE ABOUT THE LIAN V/ITH EARLOBES 
THAT DRAGGED THE STREET
As we w alked
I  s a id  t o  my w ife
Look, th e r e  go es  th e  man
W ith e a r lo b e s  th a t  drag a t  h is  f e e t .
She was s u r p r is e d  o f  cou rse
Having n ever  s e e n  him,
I  had m entioned  him i n  c o n v e r s a t io n .  
Perhaps to o  c a s u a l ly .
She th o u g h t I  was jo k in g  I g u e s s .
But th e r e  he was a l r i g h t .
E a r lo b es  d ra g g in g  i n  th e  s t r e e t ,  
w if e  w ould n ot deny i t  now.
How d id  th e y  e v e r  g e t  th a t  lo n g  
She ask ed  and I  r e p l ie d  th a t  
I  had no id e a  b u t once  
They g o t  t h a t  lo n g  
The bottom s became w e ig h te d .
L ike c u r ta in s  she a sk s  and I  nod . 
The bottom s s a g ,  I  c o n t in u e d .
And s t r e t c h  by th e m s e lv e s .
17
ROMNCE
B eneath  th e  r i v e r ' s  i c e .
In  th e  m d d le  o f  a la k e ,  whose head  
s"urfaces t o  th e  ch in ?
T ir e d , h a l f - s i c k  he comes b a ck .
Not sh y  t h i s  t im e , n o t f l i r t i n g .
So su re  o f  h im s e lf  he comes s lo w ly .
C rying i s  good o n ly  f o r  th e  sound 
drowning a l l  o t h e r s ,
They sa y  h e a r tb e a t
b u t I  th in k  wind
i s  th e  sound in  th e  womb.
IP
FOR PAT MERKT
P a t ,  I  can n ot t e l l  your s t o r y .
f a t h e r  i s  s t i l l  t r y in g  t o  e n jo y  h i s  l i f e .
A TTife a d d ic te d  t o  s ic k n e s s  and lo v in g ,  
a d au gh ter  l e g a l l y  lu n a t ic  and on th e  way down, 
a n o th er  h id in g  b eh in d  d ia p e r s ,  s o i l e d  . . .  
a so n  o v er  a thousand  m ile s  away 
among m o u n ta in s .
You s e e  P a t i t ' s  th e  pneum onia. I t  saved  h e r .
In  th e  oxygen  t e n t  i t  was S e a t t l e  a g a in .
P o v e r ty  f u n .  P roud . And a l l  th e  w ork, th o se  
n ic e  b o a rd ers  who b a b y sa t som etim es. And
you s e e ,  i t ' s  how a word c h a n g es . L ike murder.
Not th e  t e l e v i s i o n  w ord. More
th e  m o r t ic ia n 's  q u ic k e s t  h an d s, th e  darkness grow ing  
around h is  thum bs. And th e  mouth o f  someone y o u 'v e  lo v ed  
a lw a y s , c l o s i n g  o v er  h er  s e c r e t  th a t  i t ,  t o o ,  may grow.
And th e  fa w n in g . She n ever  grasped  her p e r io d s  an yvay . 
Her ca ju n  husband e l e c t e d  v a s e c to n y . T h a t 's  i t  
f o r  c h i ld r e n .  Funny, e x c e p t  th e  w h in in g  and co y n ess  crap , 
I  t o ld  h er I  lo v e d  h e r .  She en jo y ed  h e r s e l f  by th e  d o o r .
Maybe now you  u n d erstan d  P a t .
That your own f a t h e r ' s  e y e s  h u r t , t h a t  he a sk ed  you  
fo r  th e  gun t o  k i l l  h im s e lf  . . .
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th a t  you r m other was a t  home w a it in g  fo r  you to  f a i l .
That he k i l l e d  an  o sp rey  by m istak e and b u r ied  i t ,  
p la c in g  th e  f in g e r - t h i n  t r o u t  by i t s  mouth . . .
t h a t  you w ish  you r w ife  w ould ir o n  your s h i r t s .
P a t ,  I  can n ot t e l l  your s t o r y .
I t  m ight u p s e t  someone» Or make them an g ry .
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GOODBYE
f o r  L«S.
1
In  th e  brov/n g r u f f  o f  th e  t h r o a t ,
blow n f u l l  l i k e  a  cow ,
you c a r e s s  y o u r s e l f  i n  a  v ic t im  p o s e .
The head a t  th e  end o f  th e  l i n e  tu rn s  back  
a s  i f  sa y in g  n o , not y e t .
So you  go b a ck ,
p ic k  up you r body l i k e  an  o ld  p a ir  o f  pants  
and put i t  on a g a in .
The f i r s t  tim e you  showed c l a s s :  a n e c k la c e ,
dry b lo o d  from  a barbw ire f e n c e .
1 was su re  I  had sa v ed  y o u .
You s a id .  H it  me I H it me I and I  was mad, 
s i c k  enough to  do i t .
2
I f  th e  b la d e  i s  r e a l l y  sharp
and th e  wound i s  a s la s h  wound
th ere  i s  a  moment b e fo r e  th e  b lood  com es.
That moment i s  c a l l e d  The Breaking o f  G la s s .
So th e  man w alked  in t o  a canyon  
w hich  was f u l l  o f  ix)ck  
and p ic k e d  one up th e  s i z e  o f  a head 
and p la c e d  i t  n ex t to  h is  and dreamed»
I I .  OFFSHORE
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fro: : the blue  m iE R
On my law n
th e r e  a re  shadows among th e  w eed s , 
one i s  a f i s h ,  I  can n ot g e t  to o  c l o s e .
I  co v er  rny e a r  w ith  a s h e l l
t o  make i t  f e e l  a t  home. To l e t  i t  know
I  u n d e rsta n d . I t  d o e sn ’t  move a t  a l l .
I t  makes no s ig n .
Hov/ s tr a n g e  t o  be on la n d  a g a in .
I  e n te r  my house a lo n e ,  l i e  down 
and w ant t o  s l e e p ,  I  remember sounds 
o f f s h o r e .  An o cto p u s c lim b in g  
d e r r ic k  s t e e l ,  a  s c h o o l  o f  se a  c a ts  
tw itc h in g  t h e i r  p o iso n  w h is k e r s .
I  s l e e p .
In  my y a r d , among th e  w eed s, 
a f i s h  swims a l l  n ig h t  lo n g .
I t  swims b en ea th  iry h o u se .
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RICHIE BOUDREAUX
The swamp opens i n  B oudreaux’ s sa lv a g e d  e y e .
He i s  dead t i r e d  and way to o  drunk.
Boudreaux has p a ssed  in  tim e t o  th e  A tch a fa la y a  
swamp w here th e  same s t i l l n e s s  i s  found  
e v e r y  m orning a lo n g  th e  m ud-rooted le g  
o f  th e  o n ly  w h ite  heron around th e se  p a r t s ,
B ou d reau x's p a id - f o r  t e e t h
je r k  th rou gh  th e  f l e s h  o f  h is  upper l i p .
He c a l l s  ou t t o  p a s s io n  or God or wood.
I t  was som eth in g  b e t t e r  h e 'd  had in  mind, 
som eth in g  d i f f i c u l t ,  hard I B oudreaux's  
h e a r t  f l o a t s  i n  i t s  sh a llo w  p a i l .
When R ic h ie ' s  mouth q u its  b le e d in g  
he s p i t s  ou t th e  h e a l in g  S p a n ish  m oss.
On one bank o f  Bayou L afourche a  t u r t l e  warps 
in  th e  s u n . R ic h ie  p ic k s  i t  u p , p r e s se s  i t  
t o  h is  c h e s t  a s  hard a s  he ca n . Both t u r t l e  
and swamp a r e  w et t o  th e  s k in .
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DEPTH
Ten seco n d s  
a f t e r  my e y e s  c lo s e d  
I  s e n se d  th e  shadows o f  two 
g r e a t  tom b ston es c lo s e  t o g e t h e r ,  
th e y  became my e y e s  l i k e  doors  
to  a dark and n o i s e l e s s  s u c k in g ,
arms a t  my s i d e s ,  palms 
down. "Dig here,»» I  w h isp e r e d ,
"the f a c e  o f  th e  w o r ld ,"
2h
THE LEFT EYE'S INSOMNIA
H eat t h r iv e s  i n  shaved  h a ir .  Dark
h a ir  c u r ls  in t o  commas on th e  h o s p i t a l  to w e l .
A r o l l i n g  c a r t  moves them in t o  memory
where th e y  grow back a g a in  t o  b u d s. Time now
t o  g iv e  me u p . A mound bloom s in  th e  corn er
o f  a f i e l d  and somewhere over th a t  f i e l d  an In d ia n
pronounces th e  f i n a l  slow  s y l l a b l e s .
Due so u th  o f  Houma a l l  road s en d . The marsh i s  a m otion , 
a s i l e n c e .  A mouth to o  f u l l  o f  to n g u e s .
Betw een some c a t t a i l s  a w h ite  heron  sta n d s on one le g  s a y in g .  
To be a  marsh g u id e  one must have ey es  in  h is  k n e e s , and 
Y es , i t ' s  a  good p la c e  to  le a r n  lo v e-m a k in g .
Submerged p la n ts  a re  th e  sou rce o f  a l l  dream s.
The f in e  s i l t  o f  prophecy s e t t l e s  in  your e y e s .
The n a v a l e y e .  I  co v e r  i t  w ith  a f in g e r .  I  can f e e l
th e  tu b e  i t  u sed  t o  b e ,  how th e  o u ter  p a rt d r ie d  and crum bled,
how th e  in n e r  p a r t  f e l l  away, d r i f t i n g  l i k e  an anchor c h a in .
I  have t r a n s la t e d  w ea th er  in t o  a fa c e  and I  know 
y o u 'd  have tr o u b le  f in d in g  me now. But i f  we were body 
t o  b od y, you c o u ld  lo o k  in t o  my eye  and I  would s a y .
You s e e ,  d a r l in g ,  i t  i s  e a s y .
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8MAN-DIVING
The c l i f f - d i v e r s  in  A capulco  
move up th e  s to n e  la d d er  
th a t  b e g in s  th e  S ie r r a  IJadres,
At th e  to p
th e y  pray in  a C a th o lic  w ay.
Arms s t r e t c h e d  w id e , l e g s  t o g e th e r ,  back a rch ed , 
th e y  le a p  in t o  a narrow s p a c e .
The w a ter  i n  th e  b a s in  comes in  
f u l l  o f  h eavy ch a n g e .
The r e s t  you  know*
2
I  c a s t  a n e t  o f  g la s s  b a l l s  on th e  sea  
j u s t  f o r  th e  so u n d .
The w aves a n sw er .
I t ’ s a h o t a f te r n o o n  by th e  w ater
and t h i s  m orning i n  church
m o istu re  w a rted -u p  on th e  s ta t u e  o f  J e s u s .
He was h an gin g  forw ard from  th e  w a l l  
on h is  c r o s s . From th e  to p  o f  our church  
i t  must have lo o k ed  l i k e  th e  swan d iv e  
to  end a l i o
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SHARK OF THE RED SEA
Shark was th e  f i r s t  f i s h  o f  th e  Red S e a .
When he came i t  was s im p ly  a nam eless body 
o f  w a te r . Shark to o k  th a t  body, 
a llo w ed  i t  t o  wash o v er  h is  e ig h t  
rows o f  t e e t h  and th e  s e a  was named.
Maimed i s  a l a t e r  id e a ,  a  b e l i e f  o f  s a i l o r s '  
women. A s p e c ia l  j e a lo u s y  w ith o u t  o b j e c t ,  
a c e r t a in  k in d  o f  s h a r in g .  The women 
knew l i t t l e  o f  Shark and h is  w ays.
There a re  two le g e n d s  about S h ark , b oth  
unfounded: t h a t  Shark w i l l  never d ie
o f  a g e ,  t h a t  Shark w i l l  n ever b le e d  to  d ea th .
Even th e  o th e r  f i s h  b e l i e v e  t h i s .  They wallov; 
in  t h e i r  aw e. L ie s  I I  know. Buzzard knows t o o .
F lood  i s  r a r e  i n  o c e a n s . The Red Sea does not 
s t a i n  i t s  s h o r e .  Shark has s e e n  t o  t h a t .  B alan ce, 
O rder. In  th e  Red S ea  more than  anywhere e l s e .  
Shark and h is  k in d .
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WAVES OF HIAILLE
D arkness cam e, f i t  l i k e  a w o o l mask, 
no h o le s  to  s e e  th ro u g h . I  was w a lk in g  
down, down through  g ro v es  o f  p in e  so  
s te e p  I  le a n e d  i n t o  rĉ  f u t u r e ,  th e  wind  
t i g h t  around my th r o a t  *
And my dream was th e r e :  a narrow b ed , empty
rum pled from  u s e ,  I  l i f t e d  q u i l t s , turned  
a s h e e t  b a c k . I n  th e  m iddle o f  th a t  bed  
la y  a s in g l e  p e b b le , t in y  and sm ooth, th e  egg  
o f  som eth in g  d ea d .
L ean ing a g a in s t  a  t r e e ,  b r e a th in g  l ik e  th e  ocean  
I  remember th e  P a c i f i c ' s  f i r s t  w ave. O ysters  
huddled t o g e t h e r ,  th e  cra g s  o f  t h e ir  dark c i t y ,  
th e  one among them who d in ed  on sand  
and made a  p e a r l  . . .  a s m a ll ,  p e r f e c t  eye  
lo o k in g  i n t o  h im s e l f .
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GIASS-BOTTOM BOAT
You move a c r o s s  th e  la k e  i n  a g la ss -b o tto m  b o a t .
You s i t  w ith  s tr a n g e r s  and a l l  h o ld  your b r e a th ,  
a l l  d o n a te  t h e i r  e y e s  t o  th e  cau se  b en eath  y o u .
The la k e  p a lp i t a t e s  l i k e  th e cru sh in g  o f  a fr o g  
in s id e  a s n a k e , or you r own probed p u lse  as you s a t  
once b en ea th  a  t r e e  a t  noon, e y e s  h a lf  c lo s e d .
Vi'ith n ig h t  i n  a g la s s -b o t to m  b o a t you rem ain  
th e  s in g l e  o n lo o k e r . Your fa c e  g la z e s  in to  odd 
s h a p e s . By day you r e y e s  w iden  
se a r c h in g  among f i s h  f o r  th e  one who b u lg e s ,  
s w e l ls  i n  h is  noon s l e e p .
You c o n tin u e  t o  s e a r c h ,  th e  b o a t i s  alw ays tu rn in g
and you want t o  sp e a k , t o  sa y  th e  words 
I  mn s o r r y  u n t i l  you  a re  so r r y  enough  
never t o  sa y  i t  a g a in .
Three days and you r c r y  s u r f a c e s .  On th e  fo u r th  
d iv e r s  d e sc e n d , swim ev en  in to  th e  n ig h t  
armed w ith  lo n g  u nderw ater magnesium to r c h e s  
se a r c h in g  f o r  th e  lu n g s  o f  two g h o s t s ,  
a lo n e  and a lo n e ,  and you
M other, on th e  sh o r e  l i k e  a l ig h th o u s e  t e n d e r .
The d iv e r s  m eet a t  th e  l a k e ' s  c e n te r -
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A p erso n  m ight b e g in  to  b e l ie v e  s t o r i e s .  Even b en eath  
th e  w a te r ,  th e  d iv e r s  can  hear you r so b b in g .
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ATCHAFAIAYA DREAM
I w alk  th in k in g  o f  y o u ,  
th in k in g  how nervou s you w ould be 
i f  su d d en ly  an ow l w ould s t i r .
The dark a i r  w ould  w h isp er  s e c r e t s  
a t  y o u . Y ou'd c r y ,  to o  a f r a id  t o  h e a r .
Then I  w ould put iry arm around you  
and s m ile  and t e l l  you  t o  be calm  
and you  w ould  sm ile  and h a l f - s ig h  
and I  w ou ld  lo v e  th e  swamp.
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CHRIS
T h is tim e  th e  b u l l e t  came s lo w ly  around
th e  bend i n  th e  r i v e r ,  d ragg in g  a y e llo w  photograph .
U pturned f a c e s ,  r e s t l e s s ,  came to  s e e  you  
b en ea th  th e  ch a n n e l vrater. You became 
a m a tter  o f  se d im e n t. Your o n ly  movement 
was s e t t l i n g  t o  th e  b o tto m .
Three days l a t e r  i n  a h o s p i t a l  camp 
you su r fa c e d  from  dreams o f  b u lld o g s  »
You had come back
th e  way s k in  grows o v er  a wound.
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CHASE
B ecau se I  was t i r e d  
o f  sh ark s
o f  w a tch in g  sh ark s ch ased  by d o lp h in s  
o f  ch ase
I  slow ed  t o  a  s to p  f u l l  
h a l t  w a ter  men c i t i e s  th e  w in d -b lu r  
o f  th e  s i g h t l e s s  eye e n t i r e l y  s t i l l e d  
g lo b e  t u r n le s s  un­
c o n sc io u s  I  a lm o st  was
I  t r i e d  t o  sp eak  my ton gu e humped up in  rry mouth 
I  t r i e d  t o  s e e  e y e la s h e s  b lan ch ed  and k n it te d  up 
I  t r i e d  t o  hear my e a r s  descended  ray th r o a t  on a
h ea rtb ea t
I  t r i e d  t o  f e e l  I  t r i e d  t o  f e e l  
I  d id  n o t
tr^r t o  b u t  I  b r ea th e d  everj't.h ing  in
each  th in g  a l l  a t  once
a g a in  s t a r t e d  i t s  1 ife -q u a k e  ray
le g s  moved th e  w o r ld
moved a s  b e fo r e  th en
in  th e  backwash o f  s e t t l i n g
down a g a in  I  was t i r e d  to o  
t i r e d  t o  s l e e p  v e g e t a b le s
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f lo w e r e d  and th e  b e e s  tu rn ed  know ledge­
a b le
I  ra n  f o r  th e  edge  
o f  a n y th in g  th e  ed g es  o f  a l l  
th in g s  anywhere I  ra n  and ra n  u n t i l  
th e  o n ly  edge was t h a t  o f  my tongue
w h ich  I  sw a llow ed
and s le e p  p o is o n - p e r f e c t  
d rip p ed  from  th a t  ta p  
d rip p ed  th rou gh  me and n ever  
never
touched  me s t i l l  I  can n ot  
p in p o in t
in  whose honor t h i s  ra c e  
and w hat th e  p r iz e
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"A SmUL PART OF THE PAOTOimE"
A w ind
moving th ro u g h  S p a n ish  moss
i s  n o t th e  same
a f t e r
a f t e r
th e r e  i s  a  c o lo r  
an odor
a brand new wind  
b lo w in g  g ray  
tow ard th e  m arshes
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DIFFERENT VOICES TO MAKE IT THROUGH AGAIN
There i s  a  v o ic e  
f o r  c h i ld r e n ,
and one f o r  th e  m a g ic ia n  who
can g e t  o u t o f  a n y th in g  ev en  s u i c i d e ,
and one f o r  th e  d i f f e r e n t  k in d s o f  lo v in g .
And one more
f o r  t e l l i n g  o f  a l l  o th e r  v o i c e s ,  t h i s  i s
th e  l a s t  v o i c e .  I t  i s  g r e e n .
I  am w hat I  w i l l  b e .  T hat i s  why green  
i s  th e  grow th c o lo r  and th e  c o lo r  o f  d i s e a s e ,  
why moss i s  s o f t ,  why i t  f e e l s  l i k e  l i p s .
To s e e  one s in g l e  th in g  lo n g  enough .
The v o ic e  i s  o f  t h a t  t h in g .  But som etim es 
th e  v o ic e  o f  a  la k e  w ith  no f i s h  
s w e lls  o v er  in t o  th e  o th e r s  and even  
in to  th e  l a s t  v o i c e .
T his has n o th in g  t o  do w ith  d e a th .
An a c c id e n t  happened , you  w i l l  w alk  away.
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MOUTH OF THE MISSISSIPPI
I t  i s  t im e  a g a in  t o  go t o  th e  mouth 
where th e  r iv e r  s ic k e n s  in t o  th e  s e a .
B o d ies  o f  d ic e  r o l l e r s ,  th e  c o n fu se d ,  
two f a i r  g i r l s  on t h e ir  b acks lo o k in g  
b a c k , w h ole t r e e s  w ith  b ir d n e s t s ,  a l l  
r o l l i n g  u n derw ater i n  a mime, 
d an cin g  o u t th e  r i v e r ' s  so n g .
I t  w on’t  be lo n g ,  i t  i s  n ev er  lo n g  u n t i l  
th e  s c a v e n g in g  gar s u r f a c e s ,  h is  b e l l y  f u l l  
o f  mud. And th e  sc a v e n g in g  shark  
d r iv e n  t o  t h i s  mouth by f i s h i n g  b o a ts  
t r a i l i n g  tu n a  b lo o d , h is  p a s s io n a te  e y e s .
P i l o t  f i s h  tu r n  b a c k . The l ig h th o u s e  s in k s  
a n o th er  f o o t  ea ch  y e a r .
T his has become a  p la c e  t o  s l e e p .
The mouth opens l i k e  th a t  o f  an o ld  man 
p a ssed  o n . Dreams a re  n o t remembered.
One i s *  Dream o f  th e  g a r .  I n  i t  th e  sound o f  a ir  
b e in g  sw a llo w ed  by a  f i s h ,  g i l l s l i t s  c lo s e d .
Once a g a in  you  wake w ith  a d ry  t h r o a t ,  t e r r o r  
i s  a b ir d  t h a t  d o e s n 't  f l y  s o u th .  E v er .
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OFFSHORE
1
I  am swimming a lo n e  i n  th e  Guli* o f  Mexico 
beyond g lim p se  o f  any la n d . T readin g  w a te r .
The f e a r  i s  w hat w i l l  s u r fa c e  to  ta k e  my f e e t  
a t  the a n k le s , or w hat w i l l  f l o a t  by 
to  s t i n g  th e  in s id e  o f  my knees o r ,
s e e in g  b lo o d , n%y p la n  to  s t r ik e  th e  W hite F in 's  sn o u t ,  
m iss in g  t h a t  mouth u n t i l  he r o e s  away
or I  d o , w aking up i n  Lfontana
surrounded by m ountains t h a t  are  a f r a id  o f  me.
1 go to  s le e p  c a l l i n g  f o r  th e  a rch er  to  re tu rn  
w ith  h is  f le x e d  bow.
T h is i s  th e  o n ly  way I  can  t r a v e l  
b etw een  t h e s e  m ountains and th e  G ulf f u l l  
o f  b o n e s , e y e s ,  th in g s  t h a t  s u r fa c e .
2
The a r c h e r 's  back  
b en t l i k e  h is  bow
s tr a ig h t e n s  a s  th e  arrow rim s i t s  a rc  and f a l l s  
to  th e  w a te r .  A n o is e
deep i n  th e  t h r o a t  i s  th e  arrow d e sc e n d in g .
S a l t  s p l i t s ,  one wave c r e s t s  in t o  th e  n e x t .
The a r c h e r  has h i t  h i s  o f f s h o r e  mark:
I  am swimming a g a in  i n  th e  G ulf o f  i.fex ico .
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T rea d in g  w a te r , a l l  t h a t  rem ains i n  a i r  
i s  my h ea d , th e  m a g ic ia n  p a r t  o f  me.
b o d y , i t s  new w e ig h t ,  has shape d is t o r t e d  
by f i l t e r e d  l i g h t .  I'm  g la d  i t  i s  day now.
To swim a lo n e  i n  th e  o cea n  a t  n ig h t  f a r  
from  sh o re  i s  to  be d ea d . And b u r ie d ,
d r e sse d  by a  shark  i n  g ray  l e a t h e r ,  
a tte n d e d  by barracu d as t h in  from  sp e ed , 
spoken  o v e r  by b o tto m -d w e lle r s  v d th  f lo r e s c e n t  
e y e s  w h i le  c h e ru b ic  p o r p o ise s  ch an t i n  a r in g ,  
body ta c k e d  i n  s t a t e  on a sw o r d fish  b i l l .
S e a f lo o r  c u r r e n ts  are  n o t s tr o n g  h e r e ,
b u t c o n s t a n t .  Your s k e l e t a l  hand b e r ln s  to  w ave.
Of co u rse  th e r e  w i l l  be d iv e r s  who come by m is ta k e ,  
men whose l i v e s  w ere d i f f e r e n t ,  men who reach ed  
th e  sand b ar as c h i ld r e n  and w e r e n 't  a f r a id ,  
l i k e  you  a lw a y s w e r e , to  p la c e  f e e t  f ir m ly  on th e  
b o tto m . V f i l l  th e s e  men —  p le a s e  I —  know fe a r ?
Or w i l l  th e y  swim down to  th e  w aving hand 
and g ra sp  i t  c a lm ly  and c a l l  i t  f r ie n d ?
3
C a ll  th e  a r c h e r  b a c k . H is bow arm f u l l  o f  th e  s tr e n g th
t h a t  tu rn s  u s  i n  our s l e e p .  The arrow
i s  a f i s h - h u n t e r ' s arrow w ith  f a s t e n e d  l i n e .
The a r c h e r  p u l l s .  I  awaken and d r iv e  to  a m ountain la k e .
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I  s i t  on  th e  s h o r e ,  Ity r e f l e c t i o n  i s  c a s t  av/ay from me.
I t  r id e s  th e  l a k e ' s  s u r fa c e  and a lw ays w i l l
u n t i l  th e  f i s h  r i s e .  Or th e  vân d . Then I  v a i l  be changed
a g a in ,  li!y r e f l e c t i o n  w i l l  d e sc e n d , i t  w i l l  co v er  
p a r t  o f  th e  l a k e ' s  f l o o r ,  A sp ace  betw een  b o u ld e r s .
K elp w i l l  grow t h e r e .  Rainbow tr o u t  th e s i z e  o f  your arm
w i l l  nap th e r e  a t  noon e v e r y  d a y . A t n ig h t
my f a c e  w i l l  r i s e  i n  p ie c e s  l i k e  th e  s ta r s  and reassem b le
above th e  la k e ' s  f o g .  S h o re -h u n tin g  b ear
w i l l  be d r iv e n  to  f r e n z y  j u s t  w an ting  a t a s t e .
